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DOCUMENT OF THE STAGE

IN WIHICH S

THEATRICAL

SECRETS OF
LIFE ARE TOLD

REVIEWED BY JEANNETTE L. GILDER

k that belonge to the human doou-
[1a= i= “My Actor-Husband,” pub-
I anonvmonsly by the John Lane
The  firmat
rv nppeared in Hampton's Magazine,
' < not coneluded, as the magazine
publication, for a time at least,
the new owners took it up they did
o that story, nor Sir Gilbert
t'e novel that was to have illumi-
14 pages
oowas miuch guessing at tha time
carly chapters were printed who
weer of the experiencea therein
I could b 1 should say after
the haoli that it is not the auto-
saphy of any one actor's wife, but a
autobiography of many of
If anv woman on the stage or who

Pany

Peoton the stage in eeont years wos |

s her pan story without making any
< inat she could surely be traced.
cwnt b that the identity of the author of

vk 1= known to a few and that she |

+only acted but haa written plays
hiave been produced on Broadway.
woare fow aotressea with a record

chaptera of this |

freedom from reatraint. *And in no other
profession are the lives of the individual
members so intimately concerned.

“The popular contention that a good
}wulmm can and will ba good under any
and all circumstances is a fallacy. The in-
fluence of environment ia incomputable.
I believe that my little friend Leila was
fundamentally a good girl, in any other
walk of life she would have remained a
lmmd girl. I beliave that fundamentally
| my husband was a good man, in any other
environment he would have heen a good
husband., The fantastic, unreal and over-
stimulated atmosphiere which the player
breathes is not conducive to a sane and
well balanoed life. "

After this foreword she goes on with
| the story of her life, She waa, according
to her own confession, & beginner on
tho stage whoen she met Will Hartley,
|a young actor then also beginning his
career, whom she married.

“Though 1 waa not yet a “"really truly

4

USBAND”

It waa imposaible for the two to get an |
engagement in the same company, A8 man- |
agers would not have husbands and wives, f
This mav be generally true, but I can name
many instances  lere husbands and
wives are in the same company. How-
ever, these two could not get an engage- 1
ment together and Will was obliged to
goon the road, leaving his wife in New
York

While going around among the agencies
to look for a joh Mra. Hartley fell in with
an actress whom she calls Miss Burton.
Miss Hurton invited her out for a cup of
tea and t ey went to a nearby restaurant,
and thera the old hand unburdened her-
solf to the beginner. She had, sha con-
fided to Mra. Hartley, been with Charley
Frohman off and on for years and ex-
pected to go back to him,

“I've heen in his bad hookns,* she went
on. “1 had a good thing and I didn*t know
it.  When I think how I got in wrong all
on account of thosa two big stiffe—*

Mrs. Hartley's inability to follow her
waa probably expressed in her face, for
she immediately rattled on:

and I were married we were in the same
company, He was what they oall the
‘acting manager,' travellad on the road
and represented the New York office—
understand?

“Well, the next vear we didn't get an
engagement together; wa want off on the
road and [ created a part in a New York
production. It was simply—helll We

t

“You aee, it was like this. When Jaok |
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shoulders. His amile became a leer.
Before 1 could realize what was happening
he had taken me in his arms, and his
heavy, wet lips were pressed against my
mouth, Though I struggled to cry out
and to releass myself, 1 was unable to do
either. It seemed as if my senses were
deserting me; then, the muffied bell of the
telephone sounded, and he released me.

“'Damn that bell,’ he sald.

“Nauseated with disgust and fright, 1
cowered in the corner; he tried to draw
my hands from my faoce, laughing as he
whispered: ‘Like it, lilke it, do you?
Then with another oath at the continued
call from the telephone, he crossed to his
desk. 'Run along now,’ he directed,
without a look."”

Frightened, she ran through the strest
not knowing where she was going and
passed Miss Burton on the way. The
latter saw that something was up and took
her in a drug store and gave her a dose of
sal volatile. Then she called a cab and
took her to her home. There Mrs. Hart-
ley told her what had happened. Miss

7

it in the papera. There are bad menin all
walks of life. [ travelled nearly a whole
season before I was married, and ——""
Miss Burton was a woman of wide ex-
perfence and something of a ocynic.

drawn to the stage by its illusion and
romance.
the freedom from restraint, that appeals.
There never was n woman with a screw
loose in her moral machinery who didn't
hanker for the stage.

only got to mention the fact that you are,
show hugriness to lay yourself open to

thinks he is sporty.’

“‘I felt choked with indignation. °“I
don't beliave you, I don't beliave it's
true!® I stormed, *“Look at such women
as——" (I named a number of prominent
women stars). “They are hbnored and
reapected -—*

“‘(lirls like you,’ ghe said to me, ‘are

With others it's the looseness, |

“'Every millionaire, every fur tongued
man about town looks upon the women  ment.
of the stage as his legitimate prey. You've
directly or indirectly, connected with the

the advances of the male creature who

introduced new bita of stage business,
including a run through his hair with her
fingers and a prolonging of the kisses
which the réle demanded. One evening
she went too far, and the wife, who was
on with her, “dragged her to the wings
|and beat her with olenohed fists.” Of
courss the game was up then for the
leading man and his wife and they left the
company. It was just aa well, for in a short
time a son was born to the Hartleys.
The husband waa not with his wife at the
time, as he had aocepted a new engage-

“The Foremost Producer.”

Things went on comparatively happily
and at last the actor was engaged by
“America's foremosat producer.” A few
pages on Mrs. Hartley gives a descrip-
tion of this “foremost American pro-
ducer.” 1 wonder if the reader will dis-
cover who she means.

*My own observation oonvinosd me
that the man's genius lay In his ability
to select the right person for the right

actress, the fact that Will had met me Usedtomake the most godforsaken jumps
‘in the profession’ would have prejudiced | just to be together over Bunday. Why,
them [his relatives] against me; added |°nce® I can remember 1 rode all night in

< wort, it would not be hard to guess | to this waa the fact that Will, himself a
fontity of the writer of this confes- | tyro, taking a wife at the very thresh-
I {old of his career, would not be looked
cver sha may be she knows the 'at through our love colored glasses.
s e and its people, but [ think she ex- | The effect my marriage might have upon
rorates, becauge she seems to include | my own relatives never troubled me, ‘
'/ actors and actresses in her condemna- | When, at the restless age of 10, I an-
o Stage life i« terrible and no one nounced my determination to hecome
knows it more than those who are in it, | an actress, there was some gurface oppo-
and it does not make for happy married | sition, but no effort was made to inquire
ives, hut then does society? 1 think that into my fitness for the dramatio profes-
vou will find that there are pretty nearly | sion or the fitness of the dramatio pro-
w= many divorces in proportion among
people in fashionable life as among people
in stagoe life.
I'he book is cleverly written and it has

| unprotected young girl.”
Flat Life in New York.

read by peopls in the profassion and | New York they first tried a theatrical
Taopla out of It. Thos out of it will|boarding house—perhaps the Matson do
throw up their hands in horror and say, | Bhine—one week of which they found all,
Cansuch things be? Those in it will deny |they could endure. Then they took
the statements in general, though proba- | 8 little furnished flat and set up in house-
bly admitting that there is much truth Keeping. They went to market together
inthestory. That it is of absorbing inter- | 80d Will carried the market basket homo
est neither the professional nor the lay o0 his arm. Will also made the coffes
reader will deny. If it s not a true story &nd boiled the eggs and together they
it &8 mighty well told fiction, and has all | Woshed the dishes, he with an apron
the earmarks of reality. tied high under his arm, declaiming

In & foreword the author says that in S::’lkumm as he worked gayly by her
presenting this autoblography to the | ®ide. |
publio ehe feels it iIncumbent upon her-| There was no bathroom in this m“’j
self to impress upon her readers the

, Uan you beat it?
| bad *

fesaion as a career for any innocent and

{ in a revolving chair, one foot restingona
every appearance of reality, and it will be When Will and his bride cams to small sliding shelf on his desk and a large

the caboose of a freight train to some
little dump of a town whore Jack's com-
'pany had played on Saturday night.
Oh, I tell you, 1 had it

After two seanons of separation Jack's
| impatienos to see his wife was not as keen
aa it had been and the upshot of it was
that he “threw her down for a second
rate soubrette.”

A Manager Described.

At last Mrs. Hartley got an appoint-
to meet a manager. As she entered the
presence of this great man he was seated

black cigar in the corner of his mouth.

“He did not rise, but nodded to me and
motioned me to the seat opposite. While
he read the agent's letter he removed his
leg from the table and crossed it over
the other. He was a short, heavy man,
with a preponderance of abdomen. He
had thick, loose lips. and his head was as
round and as amooth as a billiard ball; his
eyes were black and snappy, and threw
out as much fire as the huge diamond he
ware on his little finger.*

After some conversation he gave her a
note to his stage manager and as she got

fidelity and strict adherence to the truth
relative to the conditions which surround
the player. She says:

*In no Instance has there been either
exaggeration or a resort to Imaginative
creation, It Is a true story with all the
uglineas of truth unsoftened and unem-
belllshed. Nor is the situation presented
an exoeptional one. One haa but to follow
the oareer of the average actor to be |
oconvinoed that thedramatio profession

“YOU'RE A PRETTY LITTLE THING,” HE SAID.

Burton was

As to Stage Conditions.
*Why not? I demanded.

sympathetio but philosophio
and advised her not to tell her husband.

Actresses With a Past.

*You mean their aoccomplishment,
itheir art i{s honored. Each and every
| one of these women has been grist to the

Is mot only inconsistent with but wholly |

**Well, if you tell your [husband, and mill. Do you suppose that side of it

]phm. Having made the selection he

| puppets. He led them to believe he had
supreme confidence in their ability. The
ruse was successful. It

_part of human nature to want to measure

played upon the amour propre of his

is the better

— ]

ful attemps at starring she placed herssif
under the tuition of the manager, then
allled with a school of acting. Possessed
of abundant animal vitality—'magnetism,’
it you prefer—as well as ‘temperament,’
the ugly duckling developed into a star
of firat magnitude,

“When Will joined the company aha was
at the height of her success--a succesa
which later dulled the finer artistio re-
straint and listed toward a fall. But act
she could, playing upon each reed, each
stop, of the emotional organ, wita a enn-
viction of which few actresses are capable.
In the choice of plays the genius of the
man again displayed itself; the right play
for the right person. Doubtless he under-
stood that temperament, after all, is but
the flood tide of our natural predilections.”

Mra. Hartley travelled about for a while
with her husband, to Boston, Philadelphia,
Baltimore and Pittsburg. Fach eity, she
discovered, had ita distinguished charao-
teristios, but certain types are to be found
all over the country.

*There isalways the ‘fly’ married woman
hanging about hotel lohbies, lying in wait
for the actor or any dapper visitor who,
like herself, is seeking diversion. Bhe
drops In for a coocktail or a highball and
looks things over, She has a sign manual
of her own. The head waiters know her
and wink significantly when she comes in
with her friends. These women are prod-
uota of our leisure class. Their husbands
are business or professional men in good
standing.

*With comfortabls, even luzurious
homes, or a stagnant life in a modern
hotel, time hangs heavily upon their
hands. They have no intellectual pur-
suita other than bridge and the ‘best
seller.’ Thess are the atall feds, the
|drones, the wasters, the menace to the
| wornanhood of America.”

Chicago as She Saw It

Chicago receives special attention In
this book:

*There is only ons Chicago. Other
olties—Pittsburg and Cincinnati notably—
may be commonplace or vulgar, but
Chicago Is the epitome of sommonplace
vulgarity. It struck me forcibly as I
looked over the first night audienoe.

*The men are commonplace; the women
vulgar. The women (mpress one as
ex-waitresses from cheap eating houses
or sales 'ladies’ who have married well.
Few of the male population appear to
own a dress suit. The women wear
ready made suita with picture hats and
a plentiful sprinkling of gaudy jewelry.
Some of them ‘make up' atrociously.
Their manners are as breezy as the wind
from the lake and they ‘make you one
of them' the first time you meet.

*If there is a cultured set in Chicago
the actor never meets them; it probably
resides In Chicago through force of cir-
cumstances, not through choice. The
middle class is super-commonplace. The
smart set isn't smart; only fast and loose.
Chicago is a good ‘show town.' It might
be better if managers kept their word
to send on the original companies. The
Western metropolis resenta a slight to
ita dignity.

*Will's management, therefore, played
a trump card when it sent the New York
production and players. The houss wus
sold out for weeks in advance It was
evidenced on the opening night that
Will had left a good impression in Chicago
from former visits. He received a hand
on his entrance. When a supporting
actor is thus remembered it proves his
popularity.

“After the performance we went to the

ollege Inn with some friends of Will's,
Everybady who is anvbody goes to that

he's the man I think he is, he’ll go straight  ever reaches the public? No, and what's | up to the good opinion of others. ill ventilated hole below stairs: one gets
hostile to the Institution of marriage.

Managers and aotors allke know and
admit this to be the truth—among
themselves. What they say In print Is, of
course, merely so much self-exploitation,
The success of any branch of ‘the show
business’ is dependent on the bureau of
publicity.”

The Stage Atmosphere.

This author Is very sarcastio about the
pleasart articles that appear in magasines
supposed to be written by actreasesor
wives of actors. They are, she says, *to
be put down as the babbling of the newly-
weds or the hunger for seeing their names
in print. To hear the wife of a star declare
that she always goes to the theatre and
#ta in the wings to watch her husband aot
s to presage the glaring headlines of a
tivores in the not far distant future. If
it he not now, yet it will come, for those
1iayers who go through life with but one,

up and knock the old beast down. That more, it's none of the public's busineas,

will get him in bad; this manager is a| “'These women are successful. .The
power and controls a dozen attractions, as | price they have paid is their own secret.
well as theatres. Your young man may Don't misunderstand me. I'm not sitting
find it dificult to get an engagement in the In judgment on the women of the stage

“His methods of conducting a rehearsal & sort of revue of the town's fpllies. Chi-
were the simplest. He had infinite pa- ©cago is hopelessly provincial. There
tience and perseverance. He left noth- isa profound intimacy with other people's
ing to chance. A scene or an effect was | ffairs. Our host and hostess of the eve-
repeated until the ‘mechanics’ became l ning kept up a running fire of gossip

“EVERY FUR TONGUED MAN ABOUT TOWN LOOKS UPON THE WOMEN
OF THE STAGE AS HIS LEGITIMATE PREY.”

future.’

*Miss Burton paused to allow the idea
to percolate into my brain.

*‘Then there's another side to it. If
you tell your husband and he does not go
up and knock the fresh gentleman down
you'll despise him for it—oh, yes, you
willl You would not aoknowledge it
even to yourself, but way down deep
in the bottom of your heart you would
pever forgive your husband for not re-
senting the insult to you. * * * Better
not tell him at all.’

*We both were silent for some time. 1
was struggling. with a thousand con-
flioting emotions.

*'You ses, girlle, you've got an awful

even two marriages to their credit are the

lomestio Jifa there can be no sucoessful |
tarriages.®
ihis writer agrees with what Clement
hectt said about the stage some years
ag the saying of which was his undoing,
L« very exigencies of the player's life, |
pava this writer, make for a laxity lnd‘i

standing on a sloping bottom, in danger

of falling out of the kitchen window if |

one leaned too much to the right or of
toppling over to the floor if veering a bit
too much to the left., But it was a bath,
and, as Will said, preferable to the com-
munal affalr in the boarding house.”

apartmant, so they took the bull by tha!
great exception to the rule, The aotor's horns and bathed in the kitchen wash |
lifa precludes domesticity, and without | tubs; “to be sure it was a bit hazardous | ‘Pretty little figure * * * what d'ye

lot to learn. You're new to the game.
That's the reason these things go so hard
with you.'
*'Do you mean that “these things" are
weigh?' |a part—a regular part—of the business?'
“'I don't know really how much, but I I began, with & burst of resentment. ‘I

up to go hes accompaniad har to the door,
*‘You're a pretty little thing,’ he said.

think about one hundred and ten pounds,’ | don't believe it! I can't believe it! I'm |

1 anawared with some confusion. | sure my experience waa exceptional. 1
“'Anmuch as that? Where do you carry know that girls that typewrite fora living,
it all?' clerks and even housemaids have unpleas-

any more than 1 would sit in judgment
on you if you went wrong. I'm telling
| you the conditions that exist, conditions
' which every woman who enters the
theatrical profession haa got to face
sooner or later. You had your first
experience to-day.'

“It had grown quite dark in the room.
Miss Burton got up and moved about in
{the twilight. 1 almost hated her. I
|ocould not prevent myself from saying:
‘Do you think it is nice to befoul your
own nest?’
| *She answered me gently: ‘You don't
|‘ understand my motive, girlie. 1 wouldn't
| say these things to an outsider for any-

this were to be given to the public the
whole theatrical profession would go into
print to deny it. There would be an
awful noise, but each and every one
of them knows it's the truth, God's truth
and nothing but the truth,'"

wife did get an engagement togéther in
| & road company, he was playing lead and
!she a small part., The leading lady at

“He ran his fat stubby hands o'nrmyimr. experiences, for I have read about once began to make eyes at him aud

thing in the world. Why, if a thing like |

In the course of time the actor and his

automatic. His voioe never rose above
A oonversational tons. He knew that
to command others he must first be in
command of himself. He left the roar-
ing to petty understrappers with inflated
ideas of their own Importance.

“Once in a blue moon he let go. The
effect was electrifying. 1 strongly sus-
pected, however, that there was more
or leaa ‘acting’ in these outbursts, Just
as his reluctant appearance before the
curtain on first nights was a ‘carefully
| prepared bit of impromptu acting.' The
frightened expression of his face; the
quick, nervous walk; the almost {naudi-
ble voloe when he thanked his audienoe,
‘on behalf of the star, the author (or co-
author), the musicians, the costumers,
the soenio artista’ and so on down the
line; this with his mannerism of tugging
at a picturesque forelock, this alone was
worth the price of admission. First
and last he was a good show man.

“The star who was the stepping stone
to his fame and fortune was a lady with a
past. She had entered the stage door
through the advertising medium of the
divorce court. After several unsuccess-

concerning the people about us.”

| Bome orgies that were held in Chicago
| during Will's engagement are described.
The upshot of the whole thing was that
Will became thoroughly demoralized,
having became what is supposad to be the
ambition of every actor, a matinée idol.
He had affairs with women on and off
the stage and trouble began. His wife
was neglected and he turned her over
for companionship to a high minded
sculptor, who loved her, but never spoke
his love, at least not until the time came,
Of course Mre. Hartley in the end divorced
her actor husband at his request and it is
to be hoped that she married the ucuk;uu-_

What with “To M. L. G." and “My Actor
Husband” the stage has not a leg to stand
on. Of course there is much truth in this
book, much bitterness, but “If a ruth'ess
rending aside of the tinselled illusions
which enthrall the stagestruck girl” will
accomplish its object it will not have been
written in vain. .

Clara Morris has written a good deal
{n this vein in her hooks of autobiography
and Mary Anderson in her book 5\&5 not

fetured stage life in any rosy colors,
g Thn-‘;nr.w-nl book, by the way, is dedi-
| cated to Prof. Charles T. ('u{mlnnd of Har-
vard University. Perhaps Prof. Copeland
can give us the name of the author.

-

DCG POINTED—-THE MAN FOUND RAZORBACK

“My friend Polndexter had besn
holling over so with praise of his blood-
#l bird dog and boasting of ita ped!-
gres pald John Gilbert, the travelling
groceryman, “that I waa all but tickled
o piaces when he jumped at my sug-
g*stion that he take his dog and go
slong with ma down to Capt. Joe Pet-
t'grew's, in the North Carolina quall
telt, Capt. Joa hving fust written me
1 cared for a bang-up time with the
5uell to come down, but to fetch a good
blooded dog with me, as he hadn't any
fumt then

"Il show 'em & blooded dog. mald
my friend Poindexter. ‘There isn't a
bloodeder dog on earth than that one
of mina. Walit until he gets his nose
onto a point down thers. He'll show
‘m quad]!®

"84 my friend Poindexter and I and
the blooded dog went down to Capt
Joe's to have a time with quail. The
canes and pea vines are thick om the
quail covers thereabout, but my friend
Pundexter's blooded dog went smart-
¥ to work among 'em. He certalnly
Was & hard worker, 1've seen men who
Wars getting §2 a day who didn't work
hulf as hard as that dog worked,

“ast mes him!® sald  Poindexter
now and then. ‘Lord, but that
€ow bum got blood! Just ses him!'

“Wo eiw him, all right, but some-
how tne Ang couldn't seem to see any
Guetl. Hut he kept on working, and
"s worked so hard that he made me
tired t4 sem him, and I lald down In
o ocnien to pest, Capt. Jos, he kind
" vandered off, ton, but after a while |
ws Lewtd Polndexter holler:

Hu Y He's on a point!
me gm

(4, (]
.

Pvery

Lonks to
~ wns pointing & whole flock

sayn Capt. Joes, hollering
I indexter, ‘Hold him on the
Pelit wnd we'll come and get the tlock.'l

ba g 1

“We hurried to the spot. Bure enough, |
thare was the dog, pointing llke sixty. |

“‘Just ses him!' says my friend
Poindextar. ‘Lord, but ain't he got
blood!’

“The next second the dog let up on
the point and made a break, with his
tall between hia legs, to get out of the |
canes. I wish you could have heard
what followed. A nolse came out of the I
canes enough to burst your ear drumu.|
It wasn't & yell nor a shriek. It wasa
squeal and a yelp and a snort and n|
ki-y! all In one, and it would have |
sounded loud a quarter of a mila off,

“*Thunder!' sald Capt. Joe. ‘I never|
heard a quall sing like that hefore, .\'nti
even & whole flock of qualls.’

|

“We pushed In through the canes.
Poindexter's dog had him, and ha had
Poindexter's dog. He was a razorback
hog, and a big ona. Capt. Jos pitched
in and grabbed the dog by the throat.
I pitched in and grabbed the razorback
by the heels. There was a big tug of
war for a few minutes. Then we got
the dog and the razorback apart. My
friend Polndexter just jumped up and
down and hollered:

®‘Lord! Halin't he got tha blood!®

“Capt. Joa allowed that he had. ‘DBut
he haln’'t got as much of It as he had.
But If you bind him up well it won't
all get away.' |

“And I couldn't help but admit to
myself that I guesped my friend Poln-
dexter must bhe right about there not
belng a bloodeder dog than that one on

pondering over the
sniffed and sald:

“‘Beems to me I never knew ay

matter, kind o

found help of any sort. Bo to New York
in the spring many farmers send or come
in person for farm hands, whom they
take back with them to thelr respective
farms.

blooded dog like that to point & rasor
back hog before!’

“That seemed to surprise my friend
Poindexter,

“Didn't, eh?™ eald ha. "Why, he
showed his blood and his breeding by
doing 1t! If you fellowa had only
killed that razorback hog and opened
him you'd seen why! What do you
#'pose that razorback’'s been doing all
day?

“Capt. Jos didn't say, and of course
I dldn't know.

“'That razorback,’ sald my friend
Polndexter, ‘has been killing quail all
day and eating 'em! He {8 chuck full

of quall, and that's what that dog was | heing men of many forelgn nationalities
pointing!’ ! The men who hire out to work on farms

“And do you know, sir, that the dog  are mainly between 21 and 40, and mostly
seemcd to share the indignation of my | single. By far the greatest demand ls for
friend P'oindexter over Capt. Joe's re- gingle men, though farm handa who are
flection on his blood and breeding to | married find employment for themselves
such a degres that he couldn’t be in- and wife on many farms and country
duced to go anywhere near the quall places, where a cottage may be provided

ment agencies in the city that specialize
in farm help send out probably as many
more. The State agency supplies help for
farms in this State only; the private agen-
cles send help to points anywhere within
a radius of 150 milea from this city.

At the State agency for farm help In
this city about 40 per cent. of the appli-
cants for work are Americans, the rest

| covera after that? And we had to bor- | for them, with advantages in the way of

row a dog from one of Capt. Joe's vegetables and milk, and with work
neighbors to finish out our time with | found for both.

the quail.” The demand for farm help Is almost

- axclusively for experienced l'msn.i At ’f.ha

N Farm | State farm help agenoy in this city they

Shy FUN G”.::::dr"t“ ol have applioations for work from moen not

) aoquainted with farm work. Such men

“BOOK OF SNOBS" MADE

Continued from Fourth Page.

he can ball out so0's he can be heard six
tables away: ‘“lhat's all I pay in London,
Paris, Berlin and Vienna and it's enough
here too.' That gives him a chance then
to chin on for half an hour with the girl,
reeling off the names of all the European
restaurants which he sayvs he's et in.
“He's a snob. And so's the fellow who
always comea in here late at night and

account of the food he buys. This second
snob always takes a table right in the
centre of the room and orders things like
rum omelettes so that the blue flames will
attract attention, Next to that he likes
to order a ruddy duck so's we'll have to
roll out the big silver preas to squeeze the
| blood out of another duck for the gravy
and again get the crowd all wra
upin the commotion. This second fellow's
a good spender, but he's a snoball right.*
One man in town, a visitor to Man-

hattan for a few days from Pennsylvania, [

‘siid that all Manhattanites, no matter
whether they are snobs or not while at

tries to get the crowd eyeing him on!

|houss than I ever saw before,* she de-
clared. *The people who have front rooms

| let rooms to anybody unless I know they're
all right.

- Fail to Recognizs.

*It's nearly always the ones who have
the higher priced rooms who fail to see
me on the street, and you'd think they'd

|bow at least when they've been owing
me rent for a month or two.”

“Snobs? My Gawd, yes, we have 'em
around here,” admitted one of the Maggie
Peppers, who sells stockings over a counter
in one of the big department stores.
“Why only the other day Annie—well,
I ocould tell her name, but I won't—
wouldn't go out to lunch at Childs’' with
' the rest of the girls just because she had
| received attentions from the boses the day
| before. (‘an you beat that?”

| “Snobs? Oh yes, we know all about
' thom," chimed the chorus girls in unison.
*Now take the girl that geta a speaking
part some day-she soon gets so offiah
you don't dare ask her to let you chew her
gum, and as for ever telling you anything

¥ Looking along Broadway one would ! when seen likely to prove suitable for the | home, are snobs the minute they land in | any more she is as tight as a clam.

scarcely regard Now York as a farming | work are when possible placed with
community and yet it is probable that!|farmers. They get $8 to $10 4 month with
more furm handsare hired here annually ' their board, and if they are really inclined
than in any other town of the United ' to the work and take kindly to it they
Nuiles,

ol the great spring hiring season, | Experienced farm hands get commonly

earth. 1 never saw nleer looking doge
blood In my life nor more of it. In the are no farms along Broudway, New | milkers on dalry farms may get $35, gar-
meantime  the razorback  hog  had York is a great clearing house for farm  deners perhaps $10, and superintendents
seooted awny and disnppeared Ino the Libor as it is for every other sort of labor, | may get still more.
jeanes. There wasn't much sald for o ssilled and unskilled, as well as for every- When the farm work is over many of the
apell, and then Capt. Joe, who had been  thing i the arts and in eommeres, ,||p."| men coms back to town,

Here they find
workers of all sorts assemble, and just | all sorta of joba for the winter, perhaps
as in New York one can find anything | as dishwashers or as porters ur as drivers
on earth he wants to buy, 8o here can be | or at various things.

some other town and begin to talk about
New York and to compare conditions, any
sort of conditions, in New York with those
of the town they're visiting. The New

!not  only ia boastful—believing with
Jersoy Uity you're capinmg out"—but
snohbishly boastful.

The proprietress of an uptown eatablish-
ment who lets rooms to “the herter class
of people” was quite ready to talk about
snobs,

| "I've seen more downright snobhery

zdnoo 1 began to take roomers iwuto the

*And will you ever forget, girls—my
| Gord, it nauseates me to think of it—how
we used to get the icy lamp from Mayme
after some wall eyed John took to paying

Just now is about the middle come in time to get full farmer's pay. Yorker, continued the transient visitor,  her bil's? She had the nerve to tell us

| one day that marriage was the only proper

The siinple facts are that while there from $20 to $25 a month with board. Good (ieorge Ade's New Yorker that "west of | thing and it wasn't nice for girls to drink

| together.”

An undergraduate of one of our old
conservative Fastern colleges declared
the other day that a snob is the fellow who
waits on table in the college boarding
house and yet refuses to raise his hat to

the kitchen girl when bhe meets her on the | antered Moexico had

street.

UP TO DATE

*My idea of a snob?" queried the butler
in one of the imitation hotels on Fifth

The Department of Agrioulture of the | Than he aits there hoping you'll plek it | on the first and second floors or back |avenue. *My idea of a snob, sir, is the
Btate of New York maintains In this | yp ag if you didn't want hid measly little | Fooms with baths won't notice the $4 | guest in the house who comes back drunk
city an office from which there are sent |1, And even if you fall all over him @ Week hall bedroom people when they | early in the morning and you have to put
out annually hetween 2,600 and 3.500 'thanking him he'il make believe you meet them in the hall, though I take special
farm hands, and the private employ- |4howed you were sore at the tip so that  Pains to introduce everybody and never

|hlm to bed and then he forgets to say,
‘Good morning' to you when he comes
down to breakfast.”

*Look for real snobbishness in a boys'
boarding school,” suggested a young man
who once found himself obliged to teach
in one for a year. “The first night I ar-
rived 1 came down to dinner in a sack
suit and found that everybody clse, boys
and master, were wearing dinner coats.
1 got the glacial glance from all quarters
of the horizon and was given to under-
stand later by the headmaster that his was
a ‘gentlemen’'s school.”

Mexice's Fameus Shrine at Guads
alape.

The vilage Gaudalupe, Mexico, con-
tains the most famous shrine on this
continent. It is dedicated to Our Lady
of Guadalupe.

Over the altar in the cathedral Is a
painting held to be of miraculous origin.
This s the sacred tilma or apron of
the peasant and on this tradition sayws
appeared over three hundred years ngo
an image of the Virgin,

The Indlans to-day come from the
remote quarters of Mexico to worshiw
at this shirine and to carry home botiles
of water from a nearby well which is
sald to possess healing qualities, The
walls of the church are coversd with
votive offerings, plctures, &c., glven by
those who have been cured or hegefited

In the plcture the Virgin Is shown
dressed In a blulsh pink gown, and not
long ago the women of Mexico gave
8 Jewelled crown to hang over ilis
pleture, When Hidalgo struck the tirst
note for Mexico's Indepen o onee he cars
ried & pleture of Our Licdy of Guindalupg
on his hanner and the first englne thag
pacture of thiy
patron muint painted on the cab,




